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Which bufic care drawes , in the braines ofhien ; 
Therefore thou flcep'ft fo found. 

Enter Portia. 
Tor. Brutus, my Lord* 

Bru.Portia: What mcane youPwhcrforfc rife you now? 
It is not for your healthy thus to commit 
Your wcakc condition, to the raw cold morning. 

Tor. Nor for yours neither. Y'hauc vegencly Brutus 
Stole from my bed: and yeftcrnight at Supper 
You fodainly arofe,and walked about, 
Mufing, and fighing, with your amies a-crofifc : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was/ 
You ftar'd vpon me, with vngentle lookes. 
I vrg'd you further, then you fcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ftampt with your foore t 
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not, 
But with an angry waftcr of your hand 
Gaue figne for me to fcauc you : So I did, 
Fearing to ftrcngthen chat impatience 
| Which feem'djedotnuch inkindled ; and withal!, 
Hoping it wasbut 3n effeffc of Humor, 
Which fometiroe hath his houre with eucry man. 
It Will not let you eate, nor taike, nor fleepc ; 
And could it workc fo much vpon your fhape, 
As it hath much preuayl'd on your Condition, 
I fhould not know you Bmtm. Deare my Lord, 
M?kc mc acquainted with your caufe ofgreefc. 
2?r#. I am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por* 'Brutus is wife, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the meancs to come by it. 
Bru, Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. 
Por. Is 2?r#f*« ficke? And is it Phyficali 
To walkernbraced, andfucke vp the humours 
Of the danke Morning ? What, is 'Brutus ficke? 
An J will he ftealeout of his whplfome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 
And tempt the Rhswmy,and vnpurged Ayre, 
To addc vnto hit ficknefle? No my Brutw y 
You haue fome ficke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
Iought to know of : And vpon my knees, 
I charrne you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make vs one, 
That youvnfold to me, your fcife; your halfe 
Why you are hcauy : and what men to night 
Haue had rcfort to you : for hecre haue beene 
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their faced 
Euen from darknefie. 

'Bru. Kneele not gentle Portia. 
Por. I fhould not neede, if you were gentfe Brutus. 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brmm> 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Sclfe, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you ac Meales, comfort your Bed, 
Arid talke to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleafure ? If itbc no more, 
Portia is Bmtm Harlot;, not his Wife. 

TSru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dcere to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
That vifit my fad heart* 

Por. If this were true, then fliouldl know thi$|fecrct. 
I grauntlam a Woman; butwithall, 
A Woman that Lord 'Bmtm tooke to Wife; 
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, 
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A Woman well reputed :£W 5 
Thinke you, I am no ftrongcr then my Sex 
Being fo Father'd, and fo Husbanded ? 
Tell meyour Coumels, j will not difclofe 'em 
I haue made ftrong proofe of my Conft ande : 
Giuing my felfc a voluntary wound 
Heere,in the Thigh : Can I bcare that with D «- 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? P'wcnce, 

Bru. O ye Gods ] 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife 
Harkc,harke,one knockes : Portia go in a wh'I Xnoc k 
And by and by thy bofemc fliall partake ' 
The fecrcts of my Heart. 
All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee 
AH the Charra&ery of my fad browes ; # 
Leaue me with haft. " P 

Enter Lucius andLigariw. 
Lucius 9 who's that knockes. 

Luc. Hcere is a ficke man that would fpeaW v 

Br*. Cam Ligarius, that Metellus fp a k c of y ° 11, 
Boy $ ftand afidc. Cairn Ligarius 9 hovj} 

Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble t « 

Bru. O what a time haue you chofe out bran* ? 8 ' 
To wearc a Kerchicfe ? Would you were not fi£ 

Cai. I am not ficke, if Brutus hauein hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 

Bru. Such an exploit haue I in hand Litmus 
Had you a healthful! eare to heare of it. 3 

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before 
Iheercdifcardmyfickncflc. SouleofRome, ' ? 
Braue Sonne, deriu'd from Honourable Loines 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur'd vp * 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And I will ftriue with things impeflible,3 ' 
Yea get the better of them . What's to do ? 

'Bru. A peeceofworke, 
That will make ficke men whole* 

Cai. But are not fome whole f that we mufl mate ficke? 

Bru. Thatmuft wealfo. What it is my Cams, 
I fhali vnfold to thee,as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cai. Set on your foete, 
And with ahesrt ncw-fir'd, I follow you, 
To do \ know not what : but it fufSceth 
That 'Brutus leads me on. Thunder* 
Bru. Follow me then. Exmt 

Thunder & Lightning* 
Enter lultus Cafar in his Ntght-gowntl 

Cafar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth, 
Haue beene at peace to iiight : 
Thrice hath Calpkumia, in her fleepc cryed out, 
HeIpe,ho : They niutthcr Cafar. Who's within? 
EnteraSeruant. 

Ser. My Lord. 

Caf. Go bid the Priefts doprefent Sacrffice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succeffe. 

Ser. I will my Lord. Exit 
Enter Calphurnia. 

Cai. What mean you Ctfar} Think you to walk forth ? 
You fliall not ftirreout of your houfe today. 

Caf. Cafar fhalL forch; the things that threaten'd rnc, 
Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they (hali fee 
The face otfafar, they are vaniflied. 

Calf. 
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^rr^/^Jneuer flood on Ceremonies, 
J* thev fright me : There is one within, 
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^ C rT?the things that we haue heard and feene, 
fSlncs moft horrid fights feene by the Watch. 
Vlionnefrehathwbelpedintheftrcets, 
Jf Graues haue y awn'd, and yeelded vp their dead ; 
\P?t fiery Warriours fight tpon the Clouds 
f Rankcs and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
Shich dii^ci'd biood vpon the Capitoll : 


Which 


fe of Battcll hurtled in the Ayre : 


UodTes do neigh, and dying men did grone, 
JndGhofti did fhrieke and fqueale about the ftrcets. 
Q C ^ 5 thefe things arc beyond all vfc, 
Andldofeare them, 

Ctf. Whatcanbeauoyded 
VVhofcend is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
yctC^fhal 1 go forth : for thefe Predi&ions 
ijcto the world in generall, as to C <zfor. 

Cab* When Beggcrs dye, there are no Comets fecu, 
rhe Heauens themfelues blaze forth the death of Princes 

Caf. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant neuer tafte of death but once : 
Ofall the Wonders that I yet haue heard, 
It feemes to me moft firange that men ftiould fcare, 
Seeing that death, a ncceffary end 
Will come,whcn it will come, 

EnteraSeruant. 
What fay the Augurers? 

Str. They would not haue you to ftirre forth today, 
plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
Xhey could not findc a heart within the beaft. 

Caf The Gods do this in (hame of Cowardice: 
Cafir ftiould be a Beafl without a heart 
If he (hould ftay at home to day for feare : 
No Cdfir fhall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Cafar is more dangerous then he. 
Wchearc two Lyons littcr'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible, 
And Cefar (hall go foorth. 

Calf. Alas my Lord, 
Your wifedome is ccnfunVd in confidence : 
Donot go forth to day : Call it my fcare, 
That kcepes you in the houfe, and not your owne* 
Wec'l fend UWarkjAnteny to the Senate houfe, 
And he ftull fay, you are not \ycll to day ; 
Let me vpon my knee,preuailc in this. 

C&f ii/^^^fhallfaylamnot well, 
And for thy humor, I will ftay at home. 

Enter Decius. 
Heere's Decius Urumht fhali tell them fo. 

Deci. Cizfar^W haile : Good morrow worthy faf ar > 
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 

Cstf. And you arc come in very happy time, 
Tobeare my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to day : 
Connotes falfe : and that I dare not,falfet : 
I will not come to day, tell them fo Dcctus. 
Calf. Say he is ficke. 
Caf Shall C*f dr a ^ye ? 
Haue I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arme fo farre, 
Tobe afear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth : 
Decius ,go tell them, C a f ar will not come. 

"Deci. Moft mighty C^rjetme know fome caufe, 
Left J be laught at when I tell them fo. 

Caf The caufe is in my Will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 


But for your priuate fatisfa&ion, 
Becaufe I loue you, I will let you know. 
Calphuruia heere my wife,ftayes me at home : 
She dreampt to night,<he faw my Statue, 
Which like a fountaine,with an hundred fpouts 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling,& did bathe their hands in it : 
And thefe docs fheapply,for warnings and portents, 
And euils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will ftay at home to day. 

Deci. This Dreame is all amifle interpreted, 
It was a vifion, fake and fortunate : 
Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes> 
In which lb many fmiling Romans bath'd, 
Significs,that from you great Rome fhali fucke 
Rcuiuing blood, and that gr^at men (hall prefle 
For TincUire$,Staines,Reliques,and Cognifancc. 
This by Cafphurnia's Dreame is fignifi^d. 

C<ef And this way haue you well expounded it. 
Deci. I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay : 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giuc this day,a Crowne to mighty Cafar. 
If you fliall fend them word you will not come, 
Their mindes may change, Befides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be rendered, for fome one to fay, 
Breakc vp the Senate, till another time : 
When Cafirs wife (hall meece with betterDreamcs. 
If Cafar hide himfrlfe, (hall they not whifper 
Loc Cafar is affraid ? 

Pardon me Cafar ^ for my deere decre loue 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this ;1 
And reafon to my loue is liable. 

(afHovt foolifli do your fears feeme now Calfhurniat 
I am afliamed I did yeeld to them. 
Giue me my Robe, for I will go, 

Enter 'Brutus^ Ligarim % Mete!lm>Cask<*> Trebo* 
nius y Cynna^andPublim. 
And lookc where Publitts is come to fetch rnc, 

Pub. Good morrow Cafar. 

Caf. Welcome PubUus. 
What Brutsss^teyou ftirr'd fo carely too ? 
Good morrow £ask* > Caius Ligarius 3 
Cafar was ne'refo much your enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you leane. 
What is'taClocke? 

*Bru. Cafar, 'tis fti ucken eight. 

Caf I thanke you for your paincs and curtefica 
Enter Antony. 
See, Antony that Rcuels long a-nights 
Is notwithstanding vp. Good morrow Antony. 

Ant. So to moft Noble Cafar. 

Caf Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for. • 
Now Cynna, now Metellus .-what Trebonius, 
I haue an houres talke in ftore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day : 
Be neerc me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cafar I will : and fo neere will I be, 
That your beft Friends fhali wiflhT had beene further* 

C^Good Friends go in,and tafte fome wine with me 
And we (like Friends) will ftraight way go together. 

Bru. That euery like is nor the fame,0 Cafar % 
The heart of Brutfss earnes to thinke vpon. Exeunt 
Enter Artemidorus. 
Cafar, beware of 'Brutus, take heede of Cafsius% cmenot 
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